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Words by Gto P. Morris Esa : Music Arranged by Geo Loder. 
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hill and plain, To seek the groves of her retreat; And ma__ny followed 
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her breast: With that true faith which can _ not fal.ter, Her 
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How seldom learn the worldly gay, 
With all their sophistry and art. 

The sweet and gentle primrose way 
To woman’s fond devoted heart: 

They seek, hut never find, the treasure, 
Although revealed in jet and azure; 
To them like truth in wells of water, 

A fable is the pastors daughter. 






































































































































































